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in-scape (n.)
The essential, distinctive, and 
revolutionary quality of a thing:
“Here is the inscape, the epiphany, the 
moment of truth.” 
-Madison Smartt Bell
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First Place Art Award




Digs and digs . . . digging
Plowing and sowing
Trying to create, something.
 
Admiring, abundant rows of earth
Exquisitely cut; in precious 
curves.
Waiting, for a birth
A kick, a simple thrust.
But, it won’t rain.
 






Waiting, for a birth
A kick, a simple thrust.
 
Wind, is gentle
Earth dry, and hard
Cracking between uneven 
footsteps
Still, calm, and patient.
 Dreaming, wishing . . .
To press hard
Enter the womb
Just to hold the precious seed
To be enveloped within arms
When withdrawn
To realize




Digs and digs . . . digging
Plowing and sowing 
Trying to create, something.




Second Place Art Award
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lusus naturae
Selina D Toomey
If I be a monster
then you my Frankenstein
Born unto butchery
Life given through lies
Cruelty my creation.
Modified by manipulation
Maddened into this mutation
Disfigured by disloyalty
you hatched this horror
upon the earth.
I am but a freak
impotent of emotion
Others will not see your sins.
Shadowed within my sliced soul
they will forever bleed.
Vacant wounds helpless to heal.
I wear my mask no more-








Third Place Art Award
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The squid are in the sundries
Sean L Corbin
The wave the ocean across the fields to cover crops
like a bar fight ending in broken pool cues
and three tables on fire
and who would sit at an on-fire table?
 My beer’s salt content is outrageous!
 Drunk trout are battered down tobacco rows
and what do you make of the rising cost
of beach front Beechnut?  It stings the sores in my lip!
 The squid are in the sundries as if
we could never have enough ink.
Try making bread with ink – it’s impossible!
 No, it’s not, I just did it,
I wrote bread and it rose
like sea urchins on a shield volcano
and soaked up all the fingernail marks
in my palms and your tooth-wrenched tongue
with a taste the donkeys compliment
 and who said the farmer’s dying?
 The farmer’s dead and gone
and back again as God,
to call the waves down! build the ships!
mourn the loss of doves! heat the ovens
kick the jukebox tap the greenhouse
INSCAPE •   11
nuclear Family
Shelby K. Powell
My mother is an anarchist.
My father is a terrorist.
Yet the only war that I see fought
is the war between the parents.
 
My sister’s going bankrupt;
and the family’s so embarrassed.
But I have got the stable head,
at least when you compare us.
 
They like to call us nuclear—
Our problems seem transparent.
But like the bomb we all blow up—




behind the silk purple curtains; 
the pointy tip 
of my red boot 
sticking out 
like a tongue




Honorable Mention Art Award
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Disastrous couplet 
Journey McAndrews
A poet and a poet
should never inhabit the same house
 
Sleep or hallucinate in the same bed
compose at a communal desk
 
Drink from the same coffee cup 
deciding who will cook and who will clean
 
Quarrel over line breaks and punctuation
removing and adding words in a war of lyrical prowess
 
Revisions would be endless disastrous
if two creative creatures cohabited
 
Their bodies of verse colliding 
annihilating one another’s words
 
Should a poet and a poet heedlessly come together 
on sheets of paper or sheets of silk
 
Outsiders will readily name their offspring 
delirious   subversive   zealous  round the bend
 
Giving life to their stubborn progeny line-by-line
until their words bleed to death and their fire gives way to rain




Honorable Mention Art Award
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Fire and ice 
Journey McAndrews
My head pressed against the ice
a yellow perch, entombed in a frozen waterbody 
You drag your ice-fishing teepee across the snow 
to the middle of the lake
set up camp
pull the cord on the ice auger 
drill a circular hole
I briefly swim away from the commotion
just as the disk of ice plummets
towards the bottom of my subzero home
inquisitiveness compels me back
towards the newly punctured surface
sound and light and warmth within reach
 
You build a fire above me
and I circle long enough
to take your hook
into my mouth, the steel tip
piercing my lip
a curl of blood let loose
snaking around me in the water
You reel me towards you
I break the surface
air startles and stings
my gills pump in and out, in and out 
a steady confusion
something like a human heart beating
when fear drives blood quicker into arteries
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You grab my body with one hand
I flail and wiggle
You grip tighter, rip the hook out 
I feel warmth from the fire
glimpse the serrated blade and frying pan
After my flesh is skinned and eaten. . . 
I’ll not return to the freezing water
I’ll not live beneath the heavy veil of ice
I’ll rest in your mouth  
                     be mindful not to choke on my bones
I’ll slide down your esophagus  
                     undone by the acids in your stomach
I’ll pass through your intestines 
                     come out in indistinguishable pieces
After you have gone
my head and guts and scales and bones lie
discarded on the ice, but I know I was here 
                      once whole
and you will tell the story of my capture 
how you feasted on my flesh
The ice will continue to form all winter
until the fire of spring slowly melts it away
carrying the remnants of me 
back into the eternal coolness of the water








connected to a heart
there were thousands
dusty footprints.
Words strung by fingers
through powdered memories
broken letters.
And wells dry up
and people drown
and blood and snow
mingle in the doorways
And time does not 
look back upon his victims
eyes glazed
tongue barren
a mouth forever starving 
Where banners flew
against sunset cries
and horses loped 
through mud and rain 
to a battle not their own
Where the windows 





Before a citadel of west-blown 
sands
a red veil burns
A hawk exalts the desert
with a ravaging shadow
as gallows are mounted
And in the basin of sky where the 
sun drowns
men press themselves against a 
wall
kissing dirt and grain and dust
while faith divides the stone
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emily Katelyn Baldridge
There’s a Fluttering in My Chest
Oil on Canvas
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Daddy’s song
Becki Alfrey
“All of my friends that I loved yesterday. They have gone home, they have gone 
home.”  My father thinks he’s outlived his usefulness.  When he was in his late 
sixties, he would tell us often that he was only promised 70 years and after that, 
it was all a bonus.  I’m sure many of my nine siblings have snorted in derision or 
rolled our eyes at his statements but hoped he was only joking.  
I went by for a long visit this past Saturday and enjoyed visiting him and 
Mom and reminiscing about old times.  We always talk about childhood, his or 
ours, and that always leads to him getting out the guitar and playing a few songs 
he loves.  His favorite is an old hymn that shares his sentiment about life at the 
moment.  He’s reached that age where he estimates 70 percent of his peers that 
he knew and grew up with have passed on.  
I’ll never forget the first time I heard “Gone Home.”  I was canning soup 
with Mom and had almost finished the batch when he came into the kitchen 
with his old guitar and started strumming the song.  The words resonated so 
soundly with me that I joined in to sing the tenor harmony part while mom 
picked up the alto and made a wonderful trio.  Each time I would visit, he’d 
pull out his guitar, worn with age, the patina showing through the many years 
of wear and tear and each time, no matter how many old tunes he played, he’d 
always revert back to this one.
”The song bird that sings in the dell seems to say:  they have gone home, they have 
gone home.”  He sings it with such conviction, closing his eyes to remember his 
friend Ellis, with whom he coon hunted for years.  Ellis, a once rough logger 
changed to gentle man, found religion in his fifties. He passed away a couple 
years ago after a long bout with Alzheimer’s. Daddy would go at least once a 
week, sit by Ellis’ bed in the nursing home and talk to him about the good old 
days and encourage him to get well soon.  I’d inquire of Ellis’ health and Daddy 
would just shake his head and say, “He’s not doing so well.”
“They’ve joined the heavenly fold, they’re walking the streets of pure gold.” Some 
days the arthritis in Daddy’s knuckles made it too much to play so I learned to 
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play the song and would pick up his guitar and strum along, wishing I could 
play just a little like him and carry his burden of grief and share his loss with him. 
Not too long ago, another of Daddy’s friends died and when I visited it was 
a solid repeat of before.  He talked of his days of youth, roaming the hills, having 
cars that most young men would kill for now and his wasted days of squander 
and foolishness.  He spoke of making as many dates for an evening as he could 
and then choosing only one of the many “pretties” to take out for the night.  He 
told of a story where he went to pick up a young lady for the evening, pulled up 
to her house in his old Model A and realizing that once he shut off the engine 
it wouldn’t restart, he panicked.  So, he cajoled the girl’s dad and brother into 
helping him crank it to a start then took off and left her there!  
“They left one by one as their work here was done, they have gone home, they have 
gone home.”  I feel sorry for Daddy on the days when he picks up the phone to 
call his best friend only to remember that he’s gone.  He’s good at making new 
friends, has never had a problem in this area of life.  He recently had a close 
friend who lost a son in a car wreck.  The man was heading to a nearby town 
when he happened upon the wreck and stopped to help.  It was then that he 
saw the mangled car was his son’s.  At the wake, mourning filled the halls of the 
funeral home, the sadness was tangible.  
I spotted Daddy from the door. He was helping bear his friend’s grief. 
When we met, his eyes were tear stained; reddened from crying. He inquired 
of my health.  His worry pushed through his normally cheerful demeanor in 
asking about the family, if everyone’s okay and if those who travel often had 
called to check in.  
“Life here is lonely since they’ve gone before.  They have gone home, they have gone 
home.” I worry about him more than I should.  He does little things now, like 
forgetting directions or where he’s put something that would’ve driven him 
crazy before- little mistakes that the family catches and tries to fix before he 
figures out what he’s done. Like last week, he took Mom’s medicine by mistake. 
A trip to the doctor helped him figure out that he wasn’t dying but could have 
had he taken more of it.  He’s gotten out in the hills of eastern Kentucky only 
to realize that he doesn’t remember the way home and has to stop for a few 
minutes and concentrate on the directions.  
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When I went back home this past weekend, our conversation was the same, 
but somewhere along the normal lines he digressed and told us a few stories 
from his childhood.  My grandfather was a miner and had worked in the clay 
mines during the 30’s and 40’s.  When Daddy was in his early teens, Grandpa 
had been laid off work, and during that time, Daddy had started sneaking and 
smoking the pipe or stealing his dad’s cigarettes.  He got caught a few times and 
swore he wouldn’t do it again, but each time he’d go back to his old ways.  
He leaned back in his favorite easy chair and said to the family gathered 
there, “I tell you now, I was the orneriest sinner that ever lived!  Before I got 
saved, there wasn’t a lie I wouldn’t make up, a dirty joke I wouldn’t tell, or a sin 
I wouldn’t commit.”  I could imagine him: tall, thin, blonde hair and blue eyed. 
Mom said he was a handsome devil when she met him, and he courted her out 
of an engagement with a  young man in Ohio.  
He continued, “One day, when I was about thirteen, Dad told me to go 
over to the old orchard and milk the cow.  Now, you had to climb through an 
old fence row, go through a gate down in the dry creek bed and wind through 
the trees to get to the barn.  Well, I started out and decided this would be a good 
time to sneak a smoke.  I’d found that I could chew Old Field Boston and it 
tasted good, so I figured it was just as good to smoke.”
“What’s Old Field Boston, Daddy?”  I’d never heard of this plant before. 
Daddy is full of knowledge passed down to him from generations before.  He 
told me it was also called Indian tobacco and to this day, he’s still not sure exactly 
what he smoked! 
Continuing, he chuckled, “I cut a corn cob down, bore a hole in the side 
with a knife and found a good stick.  I pushed the pith out of it and slid it into 
the pipe.  On the way to the orchard, I grabbed that weed and lit it up for a good 
smoke.” 
 By this time, he had tears rolling down his face.  His memories were 
obviously quite strong, and just watching him had me laughing and waiting for 
the rest of the story.  “Well, I’ll tell you, I never got so sick in all my life.  I only 
took a few puffs off the pipe when I started getting dizzy and sick to my stomach. 
I tore the pipe apart, threw it on the ground and tried to find a place to hide.  I 
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headed back home and tripped over the gate, ripped my pants in the fence row 
and got as far as the wash house where mom kept the dirty clothes until the next 
wash day.  I stumbled into the shed and landed face down in the dirty laundry 
and held on while the room was spinning out of control.  I begged someone to 
get me off this ride.”
By this time, the whole family had joined in his laughter so I decided to ask, 
“Did this deter you from ever smoking again?”
“No,” he laughed, “I just learned not to smoke Old Field Boston!”
“This old weeping willow that stands by the door sadly sings, gone home.”  Daddy 
obviously put his life together.  He went from a self-professed “heathen sinner” 
to a minister of the Gospel.  He had joked that he used to sing “The Wildwood 
Flower,” but now he sang about the “Rose of Sharon.”  His biblical references are 
never far away.  He’ll share the “Good News” with just about anyone.  He does it 
in such a way that you don’t realize he’s slipped it into the conversation until it’s 
too late.  Many of Daddy’s friends who’ve passed on are converts he pulled from 
the “mired pits of sin.”   I think the relationship he shared with them without 
judging their actions spoke louder than any words he could have ever spoken.
“The trumpet will sound on that great judgment day.  They have gone home, they 
have gone home.”  Being a preacher’s kid in rural Kentucky wasn’t easy by any 
means.  Growing up in a home where religion was a must, not an option, it took 
many years before I could make the decision of faith that I’d seen him claim 
all my life.  I learned early on to emulate my Daddy in the kindness he showed 
others - the caring nature which made him a good pastor and role model.  For 
years I followed along behind him before I found my own path, my own niche 
to carve out in the world.  It doesn’t surprise me though that some thirty years 
later, I still try to mimic his actions and habits.  I don’t pretend to walk a walk 
of faith anywhere near as close as Daddy’s.  I think his 36 years my senior puts 
him at a great advantage, and I can only hope to follow in his footsteps that he 
leaves behind.  
A few years ago I took a vocal harmony class at Morehead State University 
and was a bundle of nerves over having to sing in public.  My knees would knock, 
my voice shook, and the thought of standing in front of a crowd just made me 
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want to run and hide.  It was Daddy’s favorite song that rescued me. When I sing 
it, I think of him and the emotional ties he has with it, and I feel calm.  I began 
researching the song and discovered that Ricky Skaggs sang it along with Flatt 
& Scruggs, only later discovering that Jerry Garcia of the Grateful Dead also 
recorded it.  
Knowing Daddy’s religious stance, I couldn’t wait to tell him.  I started the 
conversation lightly and told him I’d been reading up on it, learning it so I could 
play it on the guitar and sing, and continued by telling who had sung it and 
made it famous.  When I got to Jerry Garcia the look on Daddy’s face would’ve 
won him an Oscar!  Disbelief crossed his face and he cracked a smile as if he 
thought I were joking, not wanting to believe me but at the same time knowing 
I wouldn’t lie to him.  I’m not sure that he ever really believed me, but he just 
pushed the idea aside and went on singing it.
I catch myself when I’m alone strumming my guitar, trying to play like 
Daddy and singing the songs he’s passed on to me.  I’m not sure I’ll ever play 
or sing like him, but I know that as long as his legacy lives within his children, 
he’ll never be forgotten.  He tells me how he worries that he’s not done enough; 
hasn’t lived life to the standard he’s set for himself, but I see tenderness in his 
blue eyes and a kindness on his weathered face, covered in a small amount of 
white stubble. I know that even though he might’ve run his race, he’s still egging 
us on to join in so that when he’s gone home, we’ll meet him there.  
“I’ll see all my friends who’ve gone on that way.  They have gone home, they have 
gone home.”  I found out recently that Daddy’s health is not quite what it used to 
be.  I guess it’s to be expected in a 73 year-old man who lived a life richer and 
fuller than many characters I’ve read about in fiction novels.  The family spent 
Christmas with him and Mom this year and again the guitar came out. We sang 
songs that we grew up on, songs that have been passed on for six generations 
now.  I looked about the house filled with over forty family members, each 
reminiscing about their youth, their favorite Christmas memory and worried 
if this would be Daddy’s last.   We talked about Christmases before, what we 
remembered most and the things we look forward to in the New Year.  
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Daddy often comments that he didn’t grow up with much at Christmas 
and that it wasn’t until he was an adult that it held any real meaning to him.  I 
look around us now and start comprehending his desire for the lyrics of this 
song.  He’s lost parents, all his aunts and uncles, so many friends and every day it 
seems that he loses someone else.  He half-jokingly said that he has more friends 
“over there” than he does here.  
I find myself more each day humming Daddy’s song and remembering 
good times of old; those that seem so long ago, but were really just yesterday.  I 
made a promise to myself this year as part of my New Year’s resolution. I’ll enjoy 
each day and treasure the memories that I make so that years into the future, 
when I’ve started the winter season of my life, I can look back with a fondness 
and pass on my song that Daddy gave to me.
*Lyrics and music of “Gone Home” by Bill Carlisle.
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History
Amanda Kelley
By the time we got there, I had already forgotten what obscure event 
had brought about the party we were attending.  It was still early, just after ten, 
when we arrived.  Trent, a friend of a friend, greeted us at the door of his first 
floor apartment and led us to the refrigerator.  It was empty except for the keg, 
and when we looked up from it, he was gone.  My friend, Zoë, shared the last 
plastic cup from a bag on top of the fridge with her boyfriend, Joss.  I saw a small 
coffeepot on the counter next to a plate with dried orange cheese stuck to it, 
helped myself to the decanter, quickly rinsed it in the sink and filled it with 
beer—four cups according to the lines on the side.  The beer was cold, but 
tasted cheap and metallic.
Walking outside the kitchen, my friends and I opted to take advantage 
of the September weather by going outside to the small concrete square that 
served as a patio.  There were no chairs, but just beyond the edge of the patio, 
past a small patch of grass, there was a short retaining wall.  It divided the 
apartment complex from an empty field, and seemed to serve as a concrete 
barrier between the natural world and the technologically dependent web of 
people who resided in the Wi-Fi connected, cable-ready units where Trent 
lived.  I sat down on the wall, feeling the cold concrete through my jeans, flipped 
the lid up on my decanter and drank.  Reaching the bottom of the coffeepot, 
I passed through the sliding glass door to get a refill from the keg, and when 
I returned, in the sky I saw a bright white light among the small spray of stars 
that overlooked both the field and the apartment complex.  Like a lighthouse 
warning of rocks, the light silently pulsed as a warning to passing aircraft of the 
tall object that pressed into the sky: a cell tower.  
My friends had been joined by someone I didn’t know.  
“This is Ryan,” Zoë said, gesturing to a guy standing on the other side of 
Joss.  
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I extended my hand, which he shook vigorously, and then pulled me in 
for a hug, squeezing my body against his roughly.  He wasn’t overly friendly to 
anyone else, so I assumed he was already drunk.  His eyes were bloodshot, and 
his short, blond hair was tousled as if he had just gotten out of bed.  He was 
drinking dark liquor from a pint glass, which he offered to me when Zoë and 
Joss went inside for another beer.
After a while, the two of us finished his drink, which turned out to be 
Jägermeister, and my friends had still not returned.  Ryan went to get us another 
round of the NyQuil-smelling liquor from the bottle stashed in his car, and I 
went in search of a bathroom.
Inside, music by the Doors played on the stereo, which was nested in a 
massive entertainment center that covered a whole beige-colored wall in the 
living room.  Next to the stereo was a huge, muted TV.  Headlines scrolled along 
the bottom of the screen along with the words “Terror Alert Level Yellow” while 
a balding white man recounted the day’s news.  A picture beside his head changed 
periodically.  “Five to one, baby, one in five.  No one here gets out alive, now,” 
Jim Morrison’s raspy voice filled the apartment.  In front of the entertainment 
center, sitting on the beige-colored, stained carpet my friends were thoroughly 
engaged in a conversation about politics with people I assumed were friends of 
Trent’s.  I tend to look at the government the same way I look at God: it’s way up 
there, and we’re down here, on the ground.  I retreated back to the patio to avoid 
the futile conversation altogether.  Morrison’s words followed me out, “They 
got the guns but we got the numbers.” 
Outside, a breeze drifted across the field mingling the smell of fresh-cut 
grass with the smell of cheap beer.  The only sound was that of traffic passing 
on a nearby road. It made a soft shushing sound that was calming compared 
to the rowdy interior of the apartment where barking laughter and loud voices 
had made me feel anxious.  I sat on the edge of the concrete wall under the night 
sky looking through the glass doors at the crowd of people inside, their voices 
distant, and out among the few stars was the light from the cell tower, a beacon 
of connectivity.  
When Ryan returned he had two mismatched pint glasses, one for each 
of us.
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“Who drinks Jäger by the pint?” I asked, taking the glass he handed to me.
He smiled and shrugged as if that was not atypical.  “We do.”  
Ryan sat next to me on the wall, his warm thigh pressed against mine.  I 
held my glass close to my lips, taking in the medicinal smell of the liquor that I’d 
heard was supposed to resemble deer’s blood because the name means “master 
hunter.”
Through the glass doors I could see Joss get up off the floor and dramatically 
throw up his hands.  Then he and Zoë walked toward the door and stepped 
through, him shaking his head and her stepping daintily through the grass 
toward us, carrying her purse and the plastic cup they shared.  The way he swung 
his arms at his sides, his hands slack, he looked to me like a caveman, with his 
bushy beard and longish hair.  Our other male friends were jealous of his beard, 
the likes of which they couldn’t grow.  He’d say to them, “Age, son; it takes age.” 
Joss had more than a decade on Zoë’s and my twenty-two years, which was not 
always evident when spending time with him, but certain subjects brought out 
a kind of paternal authority in him that showcased the life experience we lacked.
“People are so stupid, it scares me,” he said with disgust, his long face pulled 
into a grimace.
Zoë put her head on his shoulder after they sat down on the wall next to 
Ryan and me. “There’s a difference between stupidity and ignorance, hun” she 
said, patting his knee.  
We sat quietly for a moment, but the music inside had gotten louder. 
Maynard James Keenan’s voice pulsated through the apartment and outside 
where we were; each guitar riff and drumbeat like an exclamation point to 
accent his words.
“There is so much emotion in his voice,” I said to no one in particular.  
“I think Tool is the Led Zeppelin of our generation,” Ryan said.
“I guess history is repeating itself, then.”
“This war is history repeating itself,” Joss said.
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I didn’t realize how drunk I was until I stood up to go inside again.  When I 
stumbled back to the patio, I noticed that Zoë and Joss had vanished.  I sat back 
down. Ryan was finally drunk enough to make his move, and I was just drunk 
enough to let him.  He put his arm around my waist and kissed me hard, our 
mouths a warm and sticky collision that felt like the fulfillment of an alcoholic 
premonition.  When he broke the embrace I swayed slightly, then took a drink 
from my half-empty glass of Jägermeister.  In an intended display of masculine 
bravado he finished the last of what was in his glass, but immediately turned 
pale.  He started to sweat, even though, if anything, it had gotten colder outside. 
Then he turned around, and everything he’d drunk that night was all over the 
grass.
“Poor thing,” I said, laughing a little.  “Are you okay?”
“Yeah, I feel a lot better now,” he said, then cleared his throat.
“Well maybe you should slow it down a bit.”
“I’m fine now,” he said, and drank my neglected coffeepot of beer.  The 
smell of regurgitated booze impelled me to me to suggest we go inside.  We 
found an empty love seat against the wall behind the front door.  From there the 
kitchen and all of the living room were visible, but this corner of the apartment 
was cleaner from an apparent lack of use.  It seemed almost private because it 
wasn’t near the triangle created by the TV, coffee table and couch where guests 
gathered.  Ryan tried to put his hand in my shirt, which I promptly swatted away.
“What’s that tattoo of ?” he asked, pulling at my clothes.
Before I could answer, he was pulling his sleeve up to show me his.  “I got 
this for my brother,” he said, pointing to a design on his left bicep that I couldn’t 
figure out.  It looked fresh, its color deep and vivid.
“Why did you get a tattoo for your brother?”  I asked.  “Is he dead or 
something?”
“Yeah.  He is.”  The face of my own brother appeared in my mind for the 
length of a breath.  The love I felt for him lingered. 
Ryan continued, “He died in Iraq a couple weeks ago.  His helicopter 
crashed.”
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“My god,” I said.  I felt a pang in my chest, a maternal sting that gave me the 
urge to reach toward his body, to somehow attend to the pain he felt.  I turned 
to face him, but he stared straight ahead.  I lowered my eyes again to my lap, and 
my left hand curled into a loose fist as I picked at a tear in the arm of the faux 
leather loveseat.
He sighed.  After a moment it seemed he had forgotten I was there.  He 
absentmindedly started drinking from a bottle that had been sitting on the 
table next to the loveseat when we came inside.  He looked disheveled with his 
shirtsleeve pulled up, and his olive-colored eyes became impassive.  Stillness 
settled on his face, and, like a sleepwalker, he breathed rhythmically and stared 
straight ahead as if he unconsciously moved from room to room in his mind.  
The party had thinned out a lot; it was getting late.  My nose burned from 
someone’s cigarette smoke, my eyes felt hot, almost teary, and I thought about 
leaving.  Then, for the first time that night, Trent came up to me.  “You guys 
having a good time?” he asked.
Ryan turned his head to look at him.  “It’s not fair,” he said, his brow 
wrinkling.
Trent’s demeanor changed instantly.  I sensed he felt the same uselessness 
that I had felt, being just as incompetent with his friend’s grief as I had been.  He 
set his jaw and curled his long fingers into fists at his sides.  In his face was anger 
stirred by the futility of it all. 
“I just want him to come home,” Ryan said, his tone almost childlike.
Trent put a hand on Ryan’s shoulder, fondly, yet firm.  “We all miss him,” 
he said.
Ryan started to tear up.  The apartment suddenly felt stifling to me.  I got up, 
unnoticed by the two, and walked past people passed out on the floor.  I stepped 
out the front door into the breezeway between apartments where I could feel 
night air; fresh and cool like drinking water with a mint in your mouth.  Zoë and 
Joss came outside a moment later, leaving the door ajar.  I repeated what had 
been said between Ryan and Trent, and they took it more appropriately than 
I had, knowing the words that are supposed to follow news of death, and I felt 
connected to them, like I’d told them a personal secret.
INSCAPE •   32
We were starting to make plans to leave when we heard Trent roar, “For 
what reason?”  We looked through the door in time to see him punch the 
refrigerator with all the drunken force he had.  It rocked back against the wall a 
little, and there was a loud thump behind the sound of his fist hitting the metal. 
The three of us looked at each other with a mix of surprise and uneasiness.  I 
figured Zoë and Joss would wait until he calmed down to say goodbye, so I 
excused myself and went to the bathroom.
There, I found Ryan on the floor.  There was blood smeared on the dingy 
white linoleum near his head.  I couldn’t tell if he was breathing.  His eyes were 
open, but they looked like the false ones in the mounted deer bust that used 
to hang in my father’s cabin; yellowed and dusty.  I grabbed his shoulder and 
pulled, turning him so that he faced me, and as I did so, a gash in his temple 
spread like lips parting.  More blood streamed from the wound, thin and watery, 
staining his blond hair above his ear.  He blinked.  He was conscious.  I clamped 
my hand over the injury.  
“Are you okay?” I asked, panicked.  “What happened?”  I looked around 
for a washcloth, a towel, anything to soak up the fluid that was starting to seep 
through the space between my fingers, but there was nothing.  All around us 
there was only cold, grimy porcelain.
He looked confused, like he didn’t know who I was.  Pulling his head onto 
my lap as I kneeled on the bathroom floor, I dragged the rug from under him 
and used the corner of it to try to stop the bleeding.
“Did you fall?” I asked.  “What happened to your head?”  
He looked offended.  “Where’s Trent?” he asked, raising a hand to his head.
“He’s in the kitchen,” I said, trying to apply the proper amount of pressure 
to the wound.
“Where’s Trent?” he asked again.  His eyes had regained their life and they 
implored me to leave.  
I got up, and he rose into a sitting position on the floor next to the toilet. 
His own hand replaced mine on his bloody temple.  I looked down at him on 
the ground, and noticed my hand and forearm were stained red.  “I’ll go get 
him,” I said, quietly.  
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When I showed Trent where Ryan was, he got down on the floor with 
him and put his arm around Ryan’s shoulders.  Ryan started sobbing, his body 
convulsing under Trent’s arm.  I knew it was not because of his injury.  I stood in 
the hallway, unable to look away.  Zoë and Joss came up behind me.  
“Alcohol thins the blood,” Joss said quietly.  “It’s probably not as bad as it 
looks.”
“We should go,” Zoë said, putting a hand on my arm.
I nodded and followed her out.  We got in Joss’s car.  Zoë turned in her seat 
to look at me and said, “That was sweet of you to help Ryan when he got hurt.”  
“I didn’t do much.”
“It’s sad about his brother,” Joss said.  A palpable silence filled the car, and I 
sensed that we were all reliving the events of the night, stretching our capacity 
for empathy to imagine the loss Ryan had experienced.  I felt a connection to 
him and all who had witnessed his grief that night, like together we’d crawled 
from under a mangled mobile home after an F5 tornado.  
I watched from the backseat as the parking lot dipped down and then slid 
gently along the front of Trent’s building.  In the direction of the field, I saw the 
light above the tower continuing to pulse in the sky.   
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Kiss on the mouth
Sean L Corbin
I know the perfect place for your date, he tells her.  Down by the river, he 
says, there’s a trail that follows the bank.  Like a little park, with a gazebo and 
room for bikers and pedestrians to co-exist and everyone looks to the east and 
sighs across the slow water.  And towards the end of the trail, he says, is a pocket 
of flat grass ringed with trees that opens to the river and fills with wet air and 
curtains of light through the branches.  It’s far enough from the path for privacy 
and close enough, he says, to never lose your way.  There’s even a thick fallen tree 
that loops over the surface of the water just enough to dip your toes.  Take him 
there, he says, and have a picnic.  That sounds beautiful, she says, how did you 
find it?  By chance, he says.  While thinking of you, he wants to say, and going 
there and sitting on the fallen tree and watching the green leaves kiss the river 
on the mouth and waiting, he wants to say, just waiting for the leaves to be you 
and the river to be me.
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When the universe comes back around
Sean L Corbin
He says a prayer to avoid cow patties and navigates his legs over the single 
strand of barbed wire and walks in waves across the dry pasture.  A few feet 
ahead, she looks over her shoulder and grins, remembering their conversation 
in the woods about string theory.  He catches her eye and chokes down the 
memory of the clean scent of her hand lotion that marked his palm after falling 
over a fallen branch and being helped up.
The pasture is fifteen minutes long.  It takes him twelve to keep the burn 
of the shape of her shoulder blades from rising up into his mouth and spilling 
out over the tall grass in the form of badly worded first draft poems.  She spends 
the majority of the time taking pictures with a scratched digital camera for 
references for her new cycle of paintings and the rest with her hands in her 
pockets holding his stubble in the denim and not her fingers and the sudden 
heat of it.  After thirteen minutes he notices a dairy cow staring at the two of 
them and apologizes to its swollen udders.
She reaches the tree line first and talks to the leaves in a whisper, asking their 
opinion on brush strokes and the rationality of friends becoming something 
more and they warn her of the tick crawling up her calf.  When he reaches her 
side the branches bow and he feels flakes drip onto his tongue that taste like 
picnics and a hint of some university-produced symphony they had attended. 
They stand together and look everywhere but into each other’s eyes.  He finds 
the piece of cardboard nailed to a tree.  Geoff, it says, I’ve got those steaks you 
wanted, and a spare garden hoe, let me know when you want them.  She sees the 
message scratched beneath in a rougher hand: We’ll meet up when the universe 
comes back around.  Their eyes meet.
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Life Don’t change
Brandon Scott Ballard
She wore sand colored cowboy boots and had smoker’s teeth. Her fingers 
were pressed against the bright green buttons of the pinball machine, pushing 
in rhythm with the sounds. Her hair was cut short and dyed blond, though her 
natural brown showed through at the roots. 
Jim scratched the back of his coal crusted hand. The grime broke and 
gathered beneath his fingernail. He had come to this bar every day after work, 
and had never seen her before today. Everything else had been the same. The 
drive to the mines. The time he clocked out. The smell of the bar as he walked 
in: smoke, sweat, coal and mud, all confined to one room. Her presence was the 
only thing that broke the rhythm.
He considered going across the bar and talking to her. He did not know 
what he would say, but he knew he could come up with something. A catchy 
line perhaps, like “you come here often?” or “what’s a girl like you doing in a 
place like this?” It always worked in the movies.
Instead, Jim just sat at the bar and stared, occasionally lifting his mug to 
his lips. He thought of something his pappy used to say to him when he was 
growing up. “You listen up good Jimmy,” he would always begin. “Life don’t 
change. It may seem like it every now and then, but the day ends in the same 
way every time. Starts the same, too. You just remember that.”
Jim sighed and rose from his stool. He worked his way across the crowded 
bar to the bathrooms. They smelled of chewing tobacco and shit. Orange grime 
clung to the white tile walls. Jim never could figure out what the grime was, but 
he was certain, no matter what it happened to be, he didn’t really want to know. 
He walked up to the sink and let the water run for a moment. It never rose above 
or fell below lukewarm. He rubbed his palms together beneath it and watched it 
turn black as it ran off down the drain. 
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Jim stared into the grimy, cracked mirror. There were black blotches in his 
red hair from the coal. Stains coated the oversized white t-shirt he was wearing. 
Jim had picked it up by mistake one day when he was visiting his uncle and 
never bothered to return it. He quickly splashed the water over his face and 
rubbed it into his skin.
Jim shut off the water. He rubbed the rough paper towels over his hands 
and face then  returned to the bar.
She had left the pinball machine. The remainder of Jim’s beer rested an inch 
from her elbow. Jim stared at her from the doorway to the men’s room. Now 
was his chance. It wasn’t as if he had a real choice. He slid back onto his stool, 
his thin forearms pressed against the bar. She stared straight ahead as if sleeping 
with her eyes open. Jim followed her gaze to the mirror that lined the wall. There 
was a table behind them with three men Jim recognized from the mines. They 
were talking amongst themselves and taking turns doing shots of whiskey. He 
heard one of them say something about the other’s mother, and the whole table 
roared with laughter.
“They’re scum,” she said.
Jim turned to her. She was no longer staring at the mirror. Jim cleared his 
throat  and turned his eyes to the floor.
“What’s your name?” she said.
Jim liked the sound of her voice. It was smooth, nothing like the voices he 
usually listened to all day.
He hesitated a moment longer before he could force a response. “Jim,” he 
said. He returned his eyes to her. A smile pulled at the corner of her lips.
“Jim? Rene.” She stretched out her hand. Jim forced his palm against hers, 
struggling against himself the entire way. She had a strong grip. “You work in the 
mines?”
Jim nodded. His voice had become caught somewhere in his stomach. He 
could feel it vibrating.
“Seems like everyone in this town works in the mines.” she said. Her 
fingernails tapped against the bar in a tune Jim did not recognize.
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It was true. At least, everyone Jim knew. All his neighbors either worked in 
the mines or were unemployed. His brothers worked in the mines. His father 
and uncles had as well, until they died. Even the barkeeper use to work in the 
mines; it was how he paid his way through school.
“You like it in the mines?” Rene asked.
“Well... um... It’s alright I guess. Pays bills and all.”
Rene smiled. It was the kind of smile Jim could not help but return, though 
he didn’t really fight against it.
“My daddy worked in the mines.” Rene said. “I hate them.”
Jim’s smile dropped. He had seen protestors outside a mine once on the 
news. Now that he thought about it, she looked like one of the people they had 
interviewed.
“My daddy lost his arm in an accident.” Rene said. “Company fired him 
right on the spot. Refused to pay his medical bills. The accident wasn’t even his 
fault.”
“I’m sorry...”
“You a company manager?” Rene asked.
Jim glanced over to her and shook his head.
“Then you have nothing to apologize for.”
Jim paused. “And if I was?”
Rene smiled and leaned in closer. “Then I’d say your apology don’t mean 
shit and you can shove it so far up your ass that they’d have to mine it out of you 
like coal from a mountain.”
She paused for a long moment. Jim could feel her breath on his face and 
neck. He shifted on his stool as her stare bore into him for a long moment. Then 
she sighed and leaned back onto her stool.
“But you’re not,” she said. “You’re just a cog, like my daddy was.”
Jim did not think of himself as a cog. A cog turned something. A cog 
needed to be replaced if it got broken. A cog could not simply be removed.
Rene grabbed Jim’s beer. She pressed it to her lips and tipped the bottom 
towards the ceiling. He watched as every last drop of it swam down her throat. 
When she was finished, she slammed the mug back down onto the bar and 
turned her head back towards Jim. “Let’s go somewhere.”
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Jim stared at his empty mug. “Huh?”
Her hand touched his shoulder as she placed her mouth beside his head. 
He could feel the breath between her lips slide into his ear as she spoke. “Let’s 
go somewhere.”
Jim swallowed hard. She smiled at him. Jim tried to pry his voice out from 
his throat. “Like where?”
Rene’s face retreated a bit. “Who cares?” She sneered at him. “Anywhere 
that isn’t here!”
Jim tried to figure out whether or not he liked the way she made him feel. 
He had not had much time to meet new people, especially women. The women 
he did meet were always old, ugly, married, or all of the above. He nodded 
uncertainly. The stool creaked as Rene rose to her feet. Jim watched her work 
her way towards the door. The people she passed barely even registered her 
movement. She was like a ghost just passing through the moment. A ghost Jim 
was not about to let get away. His exit was much clumsier.
Rene stood in the parking lot, arms behind her back, hand on her wrist. Jim 
shoved his fists into his pockets and meandered from the doorway.
“Which car is yours?” She asked.
Jim extracted a hand from his pocket and pointed at his ‘89 Camry. The 
bumper hung low and a crack slid horizontally across the front windshield. The 
driver side door did not match the rest of the car. It had been replaced after a 
coal truck ripped it off a few years back.
“Well that’s no good.” Rene said. “We’ll take my truck.”
Jim followed her to a large black pick up truck. Mud covered the tires and 
slowly faded from the bottom to the spotless roof. The inside smelled like pine, 
thanks to the five air fresheners hanging from the rear view mirror. Jim yanked 
the door shut as Rene cranked the engine. She rolled the windows down, letting 
the night air in. Jim pulled his pack of cigarettes from his pocket.
“Want a smoke?” Jim asked. He offered her the open pack.
“I don’t smoke cigarettes.” Rene grunted. She slowly backed out of the 
parking space.
Jim slowly began to place the pack back into his pocket.
“You can if you want,” Rene said. “Just keep it out the window.”
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He nodded and lit up a cigarette. Rene pulled out onto the road and 
pressed the pedal down to the floor.
“How long have you smoked?” Rene asked.
Jim thought for a moment. He took a quick puff from the cigarette, then 
blew the smoke out of the window from the corner of his mouth.
“Since I was twelve.” Jim said.
“That’s a long time.”
Jim nodded. He flicked the ash into the wind.
“You ever think about quitting?”
He hadn’t. Everyone he knew smoked. It did not really seem like a choice 
to him. It was just something you did - like breathing.
He stared out the window at the trees flying by. He recognized the area. He 
passed it every day on his way to work. He finished his cigarette and tossed it out 
the window. The wind flung it back across the pavement.
“Where are we going?” he asked. 
She did not reply. A smiled crept onto her face that told him she had 
something planned, but whatever it was was a secret. Jim sighed to himself, then 
lit up another cigarette.
They pulled into the parking lot of the mines. The mountain stretched up 
behind the chain link fence and the security booth. Jim stared at the locked gate 
he passed through every morning. It seemed more foreign to him at night. Like 
this was not actually the place he worked at, but somewhere entirely different. 
“What are we doing?”
Rene grabbed a hammer out of the bed of the truck and walked towards 
the gate. Jim followed behind at a distance. He watched as she swung the 
hammer down on the padlock holding the gate shut. It broke off and fell onto 
the gravel below. She kicked it aside and yanked the gate open. Jim tried to say 
that they should leave before someone showed up, but once again found his 
voice caught up somewhere between his stomach and his mouth.
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She hefted a rock the size of his head from the ground. The glass window 
shattered, and the rock slammed against the wooden desk inside. Jim turned 
away as Rene climbed in through the broken window. She yanked open drawer 
after drawer, tossing the contents of each out onto the ground. The papers were 
not irreplaceable. In fact, they were not even that important. However, in that 
moment, she did not care. She could not disassemble a company in one night, 
but she could at least make it a little harder on them from time to time.
When she had finished, she crawled back out through the window.
Jim looked up at her as she passed him on the way to the truck again. There 
was a smile cut across her face. Jim glanced back at the booth. The rock still laid 
on the desk. Papers, pencils and folders all laid on the ground around it, most 
stuck in the mud. As he climbed into the passenger seat, he wondered why she 
had brought him along.
He buried his face in the crook of his elbow as she pulled back onto the 
road. Rene laughed at him. “There ain’t anybody around.”
Jim lifted his head and stared out the window at the trees speeding by. Rene 
just continued to smile, fingers wrapped around the steering wheel.  
She pulled off the road into a clearing. She reached across his lap and 
retrieved a wrinkled paper bag from the glove compartment. Jim shifted as she 
opened the door and climbed out. He watched her hop into the truck bed from 
inside the cab. She stared at him, and he stared back.
“You coming?”
He laid beside her staring up at the stars. The bag sat between them, the 
paper touching Jim’s forearm.
“I use to come out here every week and just stare up at the stars.” she said. “It 
was almost like they were enough to make everything wrong right, you know?”
She turned her head to look at Jim. He stared back for a moment, then 
looked back up at the sky.
“I named each of them,” she continued. “There was Molly and David and 
Ricky and that one there was Patrick, named after my brother.”
“You have a brother?”
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Rene smiled her beautiful, crooked, yellow smile and sat up. Jim watched 
as she pulled a sandwich bag of pot and a small stack of rolling paper from the 
paper bag. She slowly rolled a joint, her fingers moving precisely. Jim pulled 
himself up.
“You got a light?” She asked.
Jim waved the flame of his lighter beneath the tip of the joint. She passed it 
to him, and he took a long drag before passing it back.
“You got a girl?” Rene asked.
Jim shook his head. “You?”
“I’m straight!” Rene laughed. “But no, I don’t have a guy.”
Jim nodded. He searched his mind for something to say. Something to 
keep the silence out for just a little while longer. “How long have you lived here?”
“I don’t live here anymore,” Rene replied. “I left when I turned eighteen.”
“Where’d you go?”
“Lots of places. Made it all the way to California once, piece of shit State 
that is, I’ll tell you that much.”
“Why’d you come back then?”
Rene paused for a moment. Her eyes fell to the metal truck bed. For what 
seemed like an hour, she did not move. Then, when she did, it was only her lips.
“I don’t remember what my brother looks like anymore, or the names and 
faces of anybody I have met in the last couple years. They’re all blurs, like I’m 
speeding by while they’re standing still... All I really want is a moment where 
something truly spectacular happens and I can absolutely recall who I was with 
when it did... Just something that would change me so utterly, that I could not 
help but remember and think about it until the day I died.”
She looked up at Jim. There was suddenly an innocence in her eyes that 
had not been there before. A sense of honesty that tugged him in until his lips 
were on hers, and everything that followed became ingrained into his mind.
They laid beside each other, the cold metal of the truck bed pressed against 
their skin. Her head was on his arm. The joint hung from her lips as she took a 
final drag before tossing it out onto the grass. Clouds had rolled in, confining the 
stars to a shrinking circle.
“Ain’t that something?” Rene sighed.
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She dropped him off his car at five in the morning. He drove home slowly, 
his mind fleeting back to the time spent in her truck bed. He had almost 
forgotten about what she did at the mine entrance.
The next morning there was a group of men putting a sheet of plexiglass in 
the security booth, and a combination lock hung on the gate. All the workers 
had to line up as they clocked in to get a picture and their finger prints taken to 
replace the files that had been lost or damaged. Then the day went on the same 
as ever. 
The co-workers Jim had seen at the bar the night before asked him about 
the girl he left with. He told them nothing, and they mocked him for it. He 
ignored them and continued on with his work.
Rene was not at the bar that night, or for the week that followed. Jim sat in 
his normal spot, eyes always fixed on the pinball machine where he first saw her.
Two weeks later, he saw her again, standing at the pinball machine. He 
rushed over to ask her if she wanted to go someplace. She asked him who he 
was.
That night, someone cut through the chain link fence at the mines. There 
was no real damage done, just a few new scratches on the plexiglass.
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Herman
Gary Smith
Herman put the phone back on the receiver. He untangled the white cord 
from his shirt sleeve and looked to his wife.
“What was that about?” she said, stirring vegetables in a frying pan, 
“Anything important?” She flipped the green and red peppers with a wooden 
spoon. They sizzled and popped as they hit the oil.
Herman held his hand to his stomach. He coughed and rubbed his hand 
over his belly, which pushed against his red button-up shirt. “It was the doctor. 
Said I can come in to get checked out.”
“What doctor?” She looked at her husband. 
“Dr. White,” his wife stirred the vegetables again. “He said he could check 
out my stomach ache.” He put his hand on the trimming around the doorway 
and leaned against it. “I’ll be back this afternoon.”
“Oh that’s nothing,” said Anne as she took the pan off of the stove and 
put it on a hand towel on the counter. She took off her apron and ran her hand 
through her gray, curly hair, “Alright, but when you get home the yard needs 
trimmin’ and the bulb in the bedroom needs replacin’.”
Herman pushed himself off of the doorway and walked into the sitting-
room. 
“Herman,” she said.
He heard her opening cabinets and closing them, looking for something, 
“Yes, dear.”
“Keep your phone on. I might need you to go to the store.”
Herman nodded. He hoped she believed him. The wall separating them 
was covered with pictures of their family. He looked over the wall, leaning 
against the antique love-seat his wife insisted on keeping in the sitting-room. 
His wife’s hair was browner in the pictures and her curls were more noticeable. 
The kids had her eyes. Her hair too, he thought, but their graduation caps hid 
that. 
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“I’ll be home later,” he said. The front door and his scuffed brown shoes 
were at the other side of the sitting-room. He shuffled across the room, dragging 
his feet along the shaggy carpet. He held his stomach and looked back into the 
kitchen to see if his wife was looking. His shoes were old and comfortable. He 
slid them on and looked back into the sitting-room as he opened the door. 
Herman hated the carpet. It held dust and was hard to clean. He remembered 
their son used to try to pull up the thick carpet with his teeth. Herman worried 
it would make him sick. He also worried about the frail antique love-seat Anne’s 
mother had left them, and he worried if the worn wood was firm enough to 
hold anyone. No one liked to sit in the old love-seat, though; it was itchy and 
stiff.
The steps from the front porch to the walkway were short and there were 
only two. They were wet and slick, but the pathway was covered in grit that was 
blown from the road. Coal trucks stirred it from the shoulders.
Next door, Jesse was on his riding lawn-mower. Herman raised his hand 
to the man, who nodded as he adjusted the bill on his cap to cover his spotted 
forehead and wrinkled eyes. The grass was wet, and it piled into clumps as the 
mower passed over it. 
Herman’s car was dirty. He missed his mail car with the steering-wheel 
positioned in the middle of the front seat. He was never responsible for cleaning 
it. His old route began before sunrise. He wasn’t used to seeing the colors the 
sun painted the hillside in the morning because he always focused on the road 
ahead. In the year since his retirement, he noticed the vitality of the colors; 
green and red blended together as the leaves felt the bite of frost. 
The sky was veiled in a mist that looked like rushing water but stood still. 
It was as if the space between the hills, where the road and creek and houses 
rested, was filled with water, and looking ahead on the road seemed like looking 
to the other side of a pond. Herman drove slowly around the curves. He broke 
the yellow line, avoiding a turtle bound for the edge of the road and the creek 
beyond it. The power-lines that ran along the road dipped in through the 
mist and became visible in the fog, only to fade as quickly. Spider-webs shone 
between the parallel lines; dew clung to them and reflected the red sun rising 
above the mist and the mountains. Herman held tight to the wheel and pushed 
INSCAPE •   52
against it, head leaning over the dashboard. He searched for a gap in the mist; 
he looked for storm clouds because he hadn’t heard the forecast. Herman kept 
his eyes and mind on the mist and what lay beyond; his hands knew the road 
and he turned the wheel as he had on his mail route. The creases in the mist 
flowed together and spread apart as the creases in bed-sheets and Herman 
remembered his cream-colored sheets and he thought of his wife.
Herman ate lunch at a diner on his mail route before he retired. He thought 
of the hundreds of sandwiches he had eaten and tips he had left, but he couldn’t 
remember any conversations. He thought of altering his route to eat at home 
with Anne and he remembered when he tried it.  The door knob and the 
deadbolt were both locked. Herman jostled his ring around to find the deadbolt 
key. The rug was moist and the house smelled of cinnamon. 
“What are you doing home so early?” said Anne as she stepped from the 
bedroom, pulling the door behind her and keeping her eyes on Herman.
“Thought I’d pop in for a lunch break before I get into tomorrow’s filing,” 
he said, “Thought you could use some company.” 
Herman saw her open her mouth but she did not speak. He smiled.   
Anne combed her hair behind her ear and put her other hand to her 
stomach, “I’m not feeling well, Herman. I can’t cook for you. You should go back 
to work and let me rest.”
Herman walked to her, and she pulled the door shut as she met him in the 
sitting-room. He kissed her damp forehead, “I’ll see you after work, dear.”
“I’m sorry, Herman,” Anne said as he turned. She put her hand on his 
shoulder. “It’s probably just a bug. I’m sure I’ll be better tonight. I just don’t want 
to make you ill.” 
Herman tightened his fingers around the wheel and his foot pressed the 
brake as he entered the curve before the road widened and filtered into the 
cut-through that led into the city and around the pond. He sat at the red-light 
and stared at the intersection. Orange and red leaves carpeted the road and the 
red-light reflected in the dew. Parallel lines cut through the cluster of leaves, and 
when the light turned green he followed the lines as if they were a track. The 
road wound around the mountain and by the pond, and the two lanes doubled 
into four as the valley widened and the city filled it out. He passed law offices 
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as he turned downtown. Then he passed the artisan center and the bank as 
he continued on Main-Street. He looked at the sign for Dr. White’s office and 
glanced back at the empty street, looking at the sign in his rear-view mirror. 
The street funneled into a parking lot in a shallow valley where the river 
used to flow. He parked near the pale red building and turned off the car. He 
took his phone from his shirt pocket and put it into the cup holder, then left 
his car and walked toward the building that was shaded by a wall of stone. The 
floodwall was worn, and he remembered when the river used to fill the valley. 
The city had expanded and the river had been rerouted around it, but the pond 
remained. Herman walked uphill and felt the heat of the morning as it wore on. 
The mist was thinner and the sky was showing through. A slight breeze came 
down the hill, and Herman tugged at the ends of his long sleeves to let in the 
air. The pale brick building was trimmed in green and black lettering that read 
‘Health Department.’ The sidewalk led uphill to the health department, above 
the floodwall. Herman imagined the wall being tested. He saw muddy water 
coursing through the seams of the green and red hillside. The murk pounded 
the stone and it gave way, flooding the valley and rushing toward the city.
 The foyer of the health department was enclosed in glass, and there were 
three check-in stations. The stations looked like bathroom stalls, only with a 
glass window and receptionist in each.
“Your name, sir?” said the woman behind the glass, looking at her computer 
screen; waiting for Herman.
“Herman Wheeler,” he said.
“Did you have an appointment?”
Herman looked at the walls and wondered how much sound they actually 
blocked out. “No,” he said, “But I called earlier about a screening.”
“Anything specific,” she yawned, “—that you want us to search for?” 
Herman looked behind him and then back to the receptionist, 
“Confidentiality is a concern of mine,” he said. “No tests would show on an 
insurance report, right?”
“No, sir. We’re concerned about confidentiality as well.” She handed him a 
clipboard and a black pen that was missing its cap. “Fill these out in the waiting-
room and we’ll call you when a physician is available.”
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Herman nodded. He thought of Anne and her stomach aches and how she 
never asked to see a doctor. He stood and his knees ached, popping when they 
extended. “Thank you,” he said. 
She did not reply. 
Herman sat in the corner of the lobby against the wall and near the glass 
foyer.  Sun shone through the glass behind him, and his neck was hot. He 
lifted his collar to block the sun and filled out the paperwork on the clipboard: 
birthdate, social-security number; reason for visit.
The waiting room was empty, save for a young woman and a child. The boy 
sat near the toy box and played with the block set in the children’s corner of the 
lobby. The mother read a magazine and did not look up at her child. Herman 
clipped the pen to the paperwork and watched the mother and the child. He 
kept his head down and let his eyes look around the room. He thought of Anne 
and their oldest child. Adam’s eyes were so much like Anne’s, and Lacie and 
Chris looked like her, too. He remembered her in front of the bedroom door 
holding her stomach and the way her damp forehead tasted on his lips that 
morning; the deadbolt had been locked and the house smelled of cinnamon, 
but she was not baking.
“I would never do that,” is what she said. Her eyes were vacant. Herman’s 
tongue felt swollen. He was sorry for asking.
“Herman Wheeler to exam room B,” the intercom popped as the 
receptionist finished speaking. The mother looked up from her magazine and 
looked at Herman; her eyebrows were dark and in a straight line. His throat 
tightened as their eyes met, and he stood quickly and limped from the lobby, 
trying to pop his knee.
The nurse weighed him, measured his height, and showed him to his exam 
room. He told her the screening he wanted, and she said the doctor would have 
to examine him. She opened the cabinet over the sink and put a small cup on 
the counter. “Bathroom is across the hall and I’ll prepare the blood-test for when 
you’re done.” Herman’s shoulders ached, and he stared at the cup and wondered 
if Anne had called while he was inside. 
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When he came back from the bathroom, Herman put the cup on the 
counter, sat down, and held his arm out for the nurse. The nurse looked at 
Herman and back down to her hands. She slid on a pair of latex gloves and 
pulled them down past her wrists, and they snapped into place. She flexed her 
fingers and looked for a rip in the gloves before she picked up the syringe.
“Just a pinch,” she said. The nurse pressed the needle against a vein in 
Herman’s forearm and he looked away. She filled two small tubes and sealed 
them in a bag. She took the syringe away and replaced it with a cotton ball and 
taped it down. “The doctor will be in shortly,” she said. She left the room, slid 
Herman’s chart into the drop-box outside of the room, and closed the door 
behind her.
Herman rolled the sleeves on his shirt up past his elbows and looked at his 
arms. His hair was thin and his arms pale; he had a few freckles on his arms and 
even fewer than he remembered from when he was young. 
The door opened, and a short man with grey hair and dark skin walked in. 
“Mr. Wheeler, how are we today, sir?” he said, looking down at the chart.
“Pretty well,” said Herman. He looked at the doctor’s glasses and saw the 
reflection of his chart on the lenses. Herman looked away before the doctor 
spoke again.
“I see we have drawn blood and we are to do a range of urine tests as well. Is 
that correct?” The doctor had a faint accent but Herman wasn’t sure what it was. 
Herman nodded.
 “The HIV test will come back first. The rest will be at least a week before 
we hear news,” the doctor looked at the chart and back to Herman. His eyes 
were dark and he squinted. “Any external signs: itching, lesions, rashes, warts?”
Herman shook his head and looked down to his brown scuffed shoes. 
“We will call you when we—“
“Can I just come by again in two weeks and get the results?”
The doctor closed his folder and tucked it under his arm, “Sure.”
“Thank you,” said Herman. 
 “Do you expect a positive result?” he asked. 
“I’ve only been with my wife,” said Herman, rolling down his red sleeves 
over the bandage.
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“I understand,” said the doctor as he pressed his lips together and nodded. 
“I’ll see you again in a week or so. Just sign out before you leave.”
The drive home was quicker because the roads were dry. The mist had 
nearly lifted, and the sun was drying the leaves. As Herman drove on his street 
the leaves crunched beneath his tires and swirled in the wake of his car. The 
turtle was gone from the shoulder near his home. The walkway at his home 
was covered in fresh leaves that had flown from the branches of the trees that 
covered the mountains. The day was hot and the leaves clung to the trees, 
awaiting the biting cold of the coming winter. Herman shuffled up the stairs and 
into his home. He pressed against the cotton ball taped to his arm, flattening it, 
and he held tight to the bottom of his sleeves to make sure they were buttoned. 
“What did the doctor say?” asked Anne. 
“Probably nothing,” said Herman. 
Her eyes were on him. He put his hand against his stomach and felt the 
buttons on his shirt and the strain they were under. “He didn’t find anything?” 
she asked. “I knew you were just imagining that headache.”
“Stomach ache,” said Herman. “Said it was probably nothing, but ran a few 
tests to be sure.” Herman frowned and walked across the sitting-room and stood 
by the antique love-seat. “I’m not feeling well, dear. I’m going to lie down. The 
yard can wait. It’s nearly fall.”
“Get some rest,” she said, “I have to make a phone call anyway.” She turned 
and went into the living-room. Herman opened the door to the bedroom. He 
sat on the bed and ruffled the cream-colored sheets. The pattern was intricately 
woven and in the low lighting it was hard to trace with his eyes. He sat back on the 
bed and looked around the room. He stared at the vanity mirror on her dresser 
and the cinnamon candle that reflected into it. He turned to his side and looked 
out the window. The sun was beginning to give more color to the hillside, but 
Herman could not focus. Dew clung to the window frame. It beaded together 
and traced an unseen path as it fell toward the bottom of the glass. 
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On Being an insomniac
Sara Cathryn Volpi
Drip. Drip. Drip. Silence.
DRIP.
Oh God. Why does this happen to me? “Faucet, will you please shut up?”
You know the feeling of sleeplessness you get when you’re laying there, all 
nestled into a bed of fluff and the sweet scent of All Mountain Rain detergent, 
but you can’t sleep? If you’re prone to let your Ambien-driven, sleepless mind 
wander, you may, like me, lie there and think, “How does anyone define what 
Mountain Rain smells like anyway?” You close your eyes, but all you picture 
is your fat roommate picking all the marshmallows out of the Lucky Charms, 
each little star or horseshoe hitting her tongue and beginning to dissolve there 
before her teeth and slightly stale mallow have made contact. Or, if you are lucky 
enough to have a boss as interesting as mine, images of him yelling at you for 
putting Elmo on the left side of Big Bird on the Sesame Street display instead of 
Cookie Monster will play on the blackness of your closed eyelids like some sort 
of strange, terribly filmed horror movie. 
“Shut up. Shut up. Shut up! Shuuuuuuuuuut uuuuuuuup!”
It’s times like these, times when closing my eyes and attempting to 
overcome the noise with music or a box fan don’t work, that I will sit back in bed 
and write out my anger. The pages of my journal are therefore stained with snot 
and tears from too many nights like this. Insomnia? Absolutely. But I’ve been 
patient, and grateful for my Ambien prescription. Writing is such a safe answer 
to the rage that I would gladly act upon had I not spent my entire life trying to be 
the nicest human being imaginable. An outcry from me is like the Devil trying 
to argue with God that the flames in Hell are too hot, and exercising my dense 
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knowledge of futility only leaves me feeling lower than a murderer on death row. 
When the sleep-aid isn’t kicking in, and I’m lying there on my back surrounded 
by so much darkness, I crack open some Sylvia Plath poetry and pretend that 
she couldn’t sleep either. 
***
My hands were tangled helplessly in my hair. They had been trying to 
lodge index fingers in my ears before the noise got any worse. Looking at my 
nails, I could see a thin line of yellow earwax from my foiled efforts to stifle the 
sounds of late night TV. My lips hurt from biting them to keep silent. My eyes 
had tears pooling in them from frustration at trying to sleep for exactly one hour 
and 42 minutes without one wink of peace. I had done everything from kicking 
my feet in bed to rustling my bedspread as loudly as possible, (which made Idiot 
turn up the TV more) to sighing like I was in pain, to stomping through the 
living room, grabbing my iPod, and stomping back to my room. Apparently the 
daggers I was throwing with my eyes fell futilely between Melissa and myself. 
This was too much. I had to be at work smiling at little children at Toys “R” 
Us in almost seven hours. 
I began to think horrible things. How could I kill her without leaving a 
trace? Strangling is always an option. But I’d need rubber gloves or something. 
Or I could just fling her head into the wooden coffee table so she’d wake up with 
a concussion instead of in Hell where she belongs. Maybe I should give her a 
nice glass of orange juice full of mashed-up sleeping tablets. Oh, that sounds 
good and subtle. Geez, where did I put the Ambien?
***
“Emma, are you talking to yourself again? What did I tell you? She’s a 
psycho. No I’m serious! I’ve been looking for another apartment. The month 
has been so horrible. Got to get away from Little Miss Maniac.”
There she goes. Treating me like I’m a 5 year old. It is not my fault if I have 
trouble falling asleep because she has the TV, my TV nonetheless, turned up as 
loud as it can go so that I can’t hear her phone conversation with her boyfriend, 
Hank, who looks and acts like a character from South Park. He lives to play 
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some dumb video game. Well, that’s second to gorging himself on anything 
microwaveable, concentrated, or conveniently packed in a box. I just gag every 
time I see his jiggling belly rippling over his jeans, its own ocean of carbs and 
grease, with hair and bellybutton lint swimming across its surface. 
I guess I’d better defend myself, “If you would just please be quiet, I won’t 
have to strain my voice anymore with the yelling, MUHlissUH. I am trying to 
sleep!”
Why is this apartment so small? Why did I think I needed a roommate at 
all? I generally hate people! Why did I choose to cohabit with one? That’s my 
TV. That’s my chair. That’s my remote, and I swear she must be chomping on 
my Chex Mix. Her butt is growing as I sit here in torment. It’s going to be big 
enough to gain its own planetary name soon. Oh, then she and Hank The Half-
Ton man could have their own solar system named after them! If I open that 
bag to find all the bagel chips missing again I will strangle her with her own hair! 
“Melissa, for the last time, will you PLEASE shut up!”
“Emma, I am on the phone. Good God. Just relax! Hey, is this your Chex-
Mix? There aren’t even any of those bagel things in it.”
NO BAGEL CHIPS? 
“Alright, Melissa, that’s it! I’m on the verge of a mental breakdown because 
of your incessant chomping! Give me that bag. No more of my food! And My 
God I swear to you my hair can’t take anymore of me pulling it out over that 
TV! I asked you to turn it off, very politely I might add, at least two times since 
I got in bed, NOT TO MENTION every other day this week! So, you greedy-
little-mess-of-a-human-being-you, I’m going to fix the problem.”
My hands had to have been acting on their own accord, because before I 
knew it the contents of the bag of Chex Mix was decorating both Melissa and 
my couch, and my 24-inch Zenith box television set soared across the room -- a 
bright flash of light and white noise and faces screaming towards the dark wall; 
voices trailing off into silence. I watched in awe as sparks met the white paint, 
the screen shattered, and glass flew onto the surrounding carpet like a million 
tiny fallen ice sculptures. Black plastic crushed forward to the drywall, leaving a 
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battle scar on the defenseless structure, now splintered and wounded. Melissa 
was crying - little streams of tears and snot mingling on her bulbous cheeks. Her 
phone was next to her with a brown bagel chip sitting on its screen, which I took 
and popped into my mouth. My shoulders were heaving and my hands were 
trembling at the sparking television set, but I hadn’t smiled that big in weeks. 
I picked up her phone and told Hank, “Your precious girlfriend will be at 
your apartment momentarily.” After calmly placing her phone in her hand, I 
noticed Melissa wasn’t even blinking. Patting her head like a schoolteacher after 
chastising a first grader, I said, “Now, precious little Melissa, if you don’t mind, 
please pack your things and leave.”
My roommate was gone before dawn. At least it’s my TV there laying in 
shambles. I will never miss that wretched thing. I called Toy’s “R” Us and told 
them I needed a sick day. I danced around my apartment, alone, the entire 
morning, eating all the Chex-Mix I had thrown across the room the night before, 
along with all the food that Melissa left. I’ve got to admit she had great taste in 
cereal, but Lucky Charms is a disappointment without the marshmallows. 
During my aforesaid theatrical interpretation of Rent, I cut my foot on some 
glass from the TV, and when Mr. Bishop, my landlord, stopped in because of a 
noise violation - my guess was that our neighbors downstairs thought the TV 
being flung from its stand was a little noisy - he was surprised to find that a little 
120 pound blonde-haired, blue-eyed former cheerleader like me had found her 
inner wrestler. I joked that the TV had lost in an epic sleeper hold, and he could 
call me “Stone Cold Emma Austin” from here on out. He genuinely thought I 
was just being funny. Being a cute girl can stop anyone from thinking you’re a 
little, well, angry.  
***
It was one of the nights when I could feel my heartbeat pulsing through my 
entire body, getting stronger and faster the longer I laid in bed with no sleep. My 
heart seemed to be in my ears, behind my eyes, in my stomach - trying to find 
an avenue out. 
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My mind raced. I wondered why I tend to write my journal entries in past 
tense. I wondered whose feet were making squeaking noises above me. I could 
follow the path of those mystery feet from one end of my room to the other, 
until finally I grabbed a shoe from beside my bed and threw it at the ceiling. Two 
o’clock in the morning has got to be the most annoying time to wake up when 
you went to bed at midnight. By the time I looked at the bright red letters on my 
alarm clock for what must have been the 60th time, I rose from my bed, turned 
on my lamp, and started a journal entry. It’s like a mechanical reaction by now. 
Oh look, 8:00. Work soon. Steven better bring me coffee.
***
“Good morning Emma. How are you on this beautiful day?” George, with 
his unmistakable gay-man lisp, greets everyone the same way every morning at 
Toys “R” Us. He barely reaches the tip of my ponytail, and has a knack for doing 
anything besides what he’s supposed to be doing.
“Um, let’s just say I’ve had better George. But don’t you worry, I’m off to fix 
that Sesame Street display I so utterly destroyed the other day.”
“That’s my girl! And it’s Mr. Kelvin. Don’t forget.” He took a moment to 
stick his index finger on the shiny plastic name-tag he had pinned on one of 
his white button-up polos. “Always ready to work! Good luck. Remember the 
picture I gave you for the display. Follow it to a “t.” Oh, and when you’re finished, 
I found a Sing and Dance Dora in aisle 14 that had a piece of bubblegum or 
something stuck right in her hair. We can’t be selling merchandise like that, now 
can we? If you would be so kind as to get rid of that for me, I would be so happy. 
Where is your name-tag little missy?”
“Oh, I must have left it in my car. I’ll just run outside and get it. And I’ll be 
sure that Dora and her hair get special treatment, Mr. Kelvin.” 
I always try to avoid wearing a name-tag, owing to the fact that customers 
come in and think they can address me by my first name, which is just cheating 
since a piece of plastic does the introducing instead of myself. It makes me more 
nervous than having to hear George talk about his sex life. 
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“One more thing before I forget, my little worker bee! Now, unfortunately, 
our sweet little janitor Shirley is out sick with the flu, so I’m going to need you to 
perform her duties. Just while she’s sick. First on the list: I followed around this 
woman yesterday whose son looked a little ill. I thought he was a vomit risk, and 
by-golly was I right! That little brat puked all over the rubber duck display, and it 
was right before closing last night.”
“Um, I was on the morning shift yesterday Mr. Kelvin. Shirley was here.”
“Well, she left right around the time you did, and I had to get home to 
watch Dexter with Bruce last night...”
“You mean, no one has cleaned up that puke? So it’s been ruminating on 
small plastic duck toys for hours now? You’re probably about to ask me to clean 
it up aren’t you?”
George had that look in his eye. The one he gets when he realizes that his 
managerial duties allow him the privilege of passing off cleaning duties to an 
unsuspecting employee such as myself.
“And that is why I only hire college students, Emma Marie. You are just too 
smart Missy! Here are Shirley’s keys! I’ll be in my office...doing payroll.”
Doing payroll for Mr. “Boy George” Kelvin means chatting about the next 
drag show with his “life-partner” Bruce while watching Dexter reruns on his 
MacBook, which he named Dexter. We all know about his obsession. 
I was standing there in the aisle thinking about how Bruce looks like a 
70s porn star with that black mustache of his while I watched my strange boss 
saunter away. Suddenly a ridiculous Southern accented voice interrupted my 
thoughts:
“Oh goodness dahhhling, you made it after all!”
With that horrible Rhett Butler impression and a swing of his arm, Steven 
had me in a dip like as if we were waltzing. My boss totally has a crush on my 
boyfriend. I don’t want to sound stereotypical, but Steven is the epitome of tall, 
dark, and handsome delicately disguised in a Toys “R” Us uniform. 
“Now sir you get yah filthay hands offa me!” I dramatically fell into a 
swooning motion, leaning against Steven’s chest, “Hey, seriously stop it! You 
can’t kiss me with Boy George running around! Geez. Oh, since I mentioned 




INSCAPE •   68
him, I was just told by your boyfriend that I have to clean up a puke mess left by 
some kid last night. Were you working?”
“Babe, I was on the same shift you were. Have you not been taking your 
Ambien orange juice cocktails before bed anymore? You look a little like death 
warmed over.”
“Well damn Steven, thanks a million. You always know how to make me 
feel beautiful. To answer your question, no, I tried to throw my bottle of Ambien 
at my light switch to turn it off instead of getting out of bed, but I think it rolled 
into the black hole that is my closet. I seem to remember mentioning a leaky 
faucet to a certain boyfriend of mine who is shirking his duties to a certain 
someone....”
Steven winced at my pinching his arm under the triceps, where it really 
hurts. “Alright, alright I’ll fix it tomorrow. Seriously Em, you look like you have 
forgotten how to sleep at all. Oh, I snuck in some Starbucks for you. It’s in your 
locker. I crushed up about 20 Ambien and slipped them in your drink,” he 
winked and, grabbing my hands, pulled me back toward him.
“Ha! Are you going to follow me around to make sure I fall asleep 
somewhere soft instead of in the bike racks like last time? Quick! Kiss me before 
Lord Kelvin comes back! Look, don’t worry about me. Three hours of sleep in 
two days is plenty. Plenty. Now, why don’t you come out to my car with me for 
a minute. By the way, I’m staying at your place tonight until you fix that leaky 
faucet.” 
In my car, the sun beamed down warm and happy. I felt like I could 
actually fall asleep there in broad daylight, the smoke from Steve’s menthol 
clove cigarette filling my nostrils. He lived for those things, which made him 
smell like the perfect mix of cologne and cinnamon and cloves. He was blowing 
smoke through his nostrils while his free hand pushed back the pieces of hair 
that always fall into my eyes. Just as I was nodding off, I heard his voice. 
“Why don’t you tell me about what happened with The Beast? You’ve been 
avoiding the topic all morning . . . Wait a second, were you just falling asleep?”
“Mmhmm I was just dreaming about you.”
“Well, I keep telling you I’m right here. Come on Em, we need to clean up 
that puke before Boy George’s Dexter marathon is over.”
INSCAPE •   69
***
Oh, Sleep, why are you such a horrible friend?
Steven is asleep right next to me, and even turning on a lamp won’t wake 
him up. Lucky dog. I just need a few hours. Is that so much to ask? 
“Baby, who are you talking to? Am I going to wake up to find you’ve 
climbed a tree in your sleep again?”
“I’m sorry I woke you up.” I planted a kiss on his cheek. “I was just asking 
Sleep why eight hours is so hard to give a person.”
“Well, if I could share my sleeping abilities I gladly would my dear. Lay back 
down and I’ll help you doze off.”
In the midst of Steven tracing a line of kisses up my neck, I said, “I’m gonna 
check and see if I left any Ambien here. Go back to sleep. I’ll be fine.”
***
Back to my trusty journal. Nobody knows this, but I haven’t been taking 
any sleeping meds for weeks now. Well, except on occasion. Ambien made me 
dream I was President one night, then in a federal prison the next with a purple 
unicorn named Lucy and a pet snake. Another night, I woke up feeling like 
Donnie Darko when I found I had somehow gotten up, made a peanut butter 
sandwich, and fed it to Melissa’s pet Beta fish in the middle of the night. Needless 
to say, that fish was found floating atop a slice of bread the next morning, and 
I had to tell Melissa I was sorry but I thought poor little Grover wasn’t getting 
fed enough.  
The worst time though, I was staying with Steven because Melissa had 
Hank over for a World of Warcraft party. Apparently, I opened the window 
next to Steve’s bed and attempted to climb onto the oak tree leading toward the 
street. I was dreaming I was a cat, and it seemed like a perfectly normal thing to 
do at the time. Steven got up because he felt a draft, and when he saw me asleep 
on a huge tree limb he said at first he just thought he was dreaming too, so he 
got back in bed, only to jump up 20 minutes later when I started meowing. I’m 
telling you, that man is almost too dedicated to have to put up with me.  
So now the question remains, do I take this Ambien I found at the bottom 
of my purse? Maybe one more won’t hurt.
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cOnTRiBUTORs
Becki alfrey is employed at Morehead State University and studying 
traditional music with the Kentucky Center for Traditional Music. She is 
currently working on a series of short stories and honing her songwriting skills.
emily Katelyn Baldridge is an art education major at Morehead State 
University. In 2011, her work was displayed at the Gateway Regional Arts 
Center’s 12th annual Juried Student Art Exhibit in Mount Sterling, Ky., and was 
published in the 2011 issue of Inscape. Baldridge’s current artwork focuses on 
the interweaving of all carbon-based life forms through the circling of life and 
death, and how modern environmental practices influence this otherwise 
natural process. 
Brandon scott Ballard will graduate in May with a BFA in creative writing 
and a minor in electronic media production at Morehead State University. He 
served as the co-editor of Inscape for this year’s edition and enjoys writing in 
many different styles, including poems, fiction, screenplays and lyrics. Ballard 
is a proud Christian, “straight edge,” martial artist, and has a very strange sense 
of humor. 
Brittany Barron is an art education major at Morehead State University. Her 
work was published as a poster and a pamphlet for an event called River Sweep. 
Barron’s work also was presented in the Gateway Regional Arts Center’s Juried 
Student Art Exhibit in Mount Sterling, Ky. She is currently working on a series of 
drawings focusing on architecture.
erika Bias is an art major with an emphasis in illustration at Morehead 
State University. Her focus is in the comic arts, and her graphic novel series, 
Angels Among Us, now over four years running, will appear in the online manga 
magazine, Twelve Gates, as of January 2012. Bias’ works are usually “action 
romances,” and always deal with Christian themes. In addition, she has displayed 
work on the cover of and within self-initiated graphic novels, including “The 
Legend of Inu-Hito and HisaKiiros” (working title).
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abigale Brading is an art major with an emphasis in ceramics and sculpture 
at Morehead State University. Through the combination of surface treatment 
and form investigation, she illustrates beliefs and conveys her sense of self 
through symbolism. Brading was published in a previous issue of Inscape 
in 2009, and her work was juried into the Gateway Regional Arts Center’s 
annual Juried Student Art Exhibit in Mount Sterling, Ky. four consecutive years 
(2008-11). Brading was awarded the Outstanding Senior Award by the 
Department of Art and Design and graduated with honors from MSU in 
December 2011. Currently, she is applying to MFA programs.
alana Brewer is a recent graduate of Morehead State University, holding a 
BA in art with a focus in photography and ceramics. She won two First Place 
Awards for her photography at the Gateway Regional Arts Center’s 11th and 
12th annual Juried Student Art Exhibits in Mount Sterling, Ky. Brewer’s current 
work is about the human condition.
Joshua adam campbell is working toward receiving his BFA in creative 
writing. In his free time, he has been working on a fiction series called “The 
Chronicles of Solace,” which is based in the fictional town of Solace, Colo. 
Campbell is also working on a poetry manuscript titled “Closet Door.”
Kate claxon is an art education major at Morehead State University. She 
presented her work at the Gateway Regional Arts Center’s 2011 Juried Student 
Art Exhibit in Mount Sterling, Ky., where her ceramic piece was awarded First 
Place in the Three-Dimensional category. Claxon’s current body of work 
focuses on physical interpretations of emotions that are difficult to express.
sean L corbin holds a BFA in creative writing from Morehead State 
University, where he recently served as co-editor of Inscape. He currently lives 
in Asheville, N.C., and is experimenting with micro stories and the potential in 
long-haired Chihuahua conspiracies. Corbin’s work can be found at his blog, 
Electric Bluegrass (electricbluegrass.tumblr.com) .
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sabrina Goble is an art major with a minor in agriculture at Morehead State 
University. She has presented her work at the 2011 Gateway Regional Arts 
Center’s annual Juried Student Art Exhibit in Mount Sterling, Ky., where she was 
awarded Second Place in the Three-Dimensional category. Currently, her work 
focuses on emotions, nature and mythology.
Travis Hall is a Morehead native and senior art student at Morehead State 
University focusing on graphic design. His design and personal projects are 
rooted in a fascination with linear repetition and pareidolia. Currently, Hall is 
working on developing an independent organization focused on highlighting 
contemporary art in Appalachia (alternativeappalachia.org).
Barton Hanna holds a BA in psychology and an MSW in social work. He 
currently works as an academicadvisor in the College of Business and Public 
Affairs at Morehead State University, where he also completed his first black & 
white photography course in the fall of 2011. Hanna enjoys photography as a 
hobby.
Justin Howell is working on his MA in art at Morehead State University. 
His work has been published several times and won numerous awards, such as 
First Place in the Drawing/Printmaking category at the Gateway Regional Arts 
Center’s 12th annual Juried Student Art Exhibit in Mount Sterling, Ky. Howell’s 
current art projects focus on narrative portrait and figurative work that deal 
with the stories and emotions of people. The narrative in his work is aided by his 
knowledge of composition, value and color to create emotion. Howell usually 
depicts his scenes in a realistic manner using oil paint, as well as graphite and 
charcoal.
emily Jackson is an art major from Morehead, Ky. She recently exhibited 
work at the Gateway Regional Arts Center’s 12th annual Juried Student Art 
Exhibit in Mount Sterling, Ky., where Jackson’s painting was awarded First 
Place in its category. Her current work is often figurative and draws on personal 
experiences and relationships.
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amanda Kelley received her AA from Bluegrass Community and Technical 
College in her hometown of Lexington, K. She is currently pursuing a BFA in 
creative writing at Morehead State University. Kelley’s work has appeared in The 
Accolade, and she is currently working on a memoir and short story cycle. 
Journey Mcandrews is a poet, freelance journalist, editor, coffee 
junkie, organic gardener, and creator and publisher of The Single Hound—
an international online literary journal. Her poetry has appeared in Inscape 
Magazine, New Verse News, and recently in MOTIF 3: All the Livelong Day 
(an anthology about work). She is a regular contributor to Kentucky Monthly 
Magazine and LILIPOH Magazine, held a writer’s residency at Hopscotch 
House in Louisville, Ky. (summer 2011) in conjunction with a grant from the 
Kentucky Foundation for Women, taught poetry workshops to Fayette County 
grade school children through the summer community literacy outreach 
program at the Carnegie Center, and was the poet/mentor in the Nation of 
Nations poetry and art project (fall 2011). McAndrews is currently a graduate 
student at Morehead State University pursuing an MA in communication. She 
lives and works in Lexington, Ky. 
charles “chuck” sadler McKinney is an art major completing his 
fourth year at Morehead State University. He presented his work in Inscape 
in 2009 where he was awarded Third Place in the Visual Art category, and at 
the Gateway Regional Arts Center’s 2010 Juried Student Art Exhibit in Mount 
Sterling, Ky., where his sculpture was recognized with a First Pace Award  in its 
category. McKinney’s current art projects focus on exploring the anatomy of 
human and animal forms.
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Jonathan nickles is working on an MA degree in art at Morehead State 
University, having recently completed a BA in art. His work has appeared in 
publications and been shown in a variety of galleries, such as small group shows 
across Ky. In addition, Nickles has won awards for his art, including Best of 
Show at the Gateway Regional Arts Center’s 2011 Juried Student Art Exhibit in 
Mount Sterling, and Outstanding Freshman, Sophomore, Junior, and Senior 
Art Awards from MSU. Inspired by various mythologies, his current body of 
work focuses on the cycle of life.
shelby K. powell is an English major with creative writing emphasis 
with minors in American sign language and philosophy at Eastern Kentucky 
University. As a junior, Powell has just recently started on her major classes. This 
semester, she is taking a creative writing class, whose professor is encouraging all 
of her students to apply to calls for submissions.
Jessica Mae Rusher is currently a senior with an art major and an emphasis 
in graphic design at Morehead State University, where she was recognized with 
an Art Leadership Award her freshman year. Rusher’s work was published in the 
2010 edition of Inscape. Her focus is primarily in concept illustration and she 
strives to create art projecting evocative atmospheres and scenes.
Meggan sloas is an art student at Morehead State University, working on 
a BA in art education. Her current sculptural pieces focus on expressions and 
emotions.
Gary smith graduated from Pikeville College in 2011 with a BA in English 
and a BA in art. As an undergraduate, he presented critical and creative pieces 
at the Sigma Tau Delta international convention, the Kentucky Philological 
Association’s annual convention, and the National Undergraduate Literature 
Conference. Smith had a story published in the 2011 edition of Inscape and is 
continuing to work on short fiction while he pursues his MA at Morehead State 
University.
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Ryan smith is completing his BA in art at Morehead State University. He is 
the vice president of MSU’s student chapter of American Institute of Graphic 
Arts (AIGA). After completing his undergraduate degree, Smith hopes to 
continue his training in both art and design in Morehead State University’s 
M.A. program. Smith’s design style is influenced by typography and graphic 
elements.
Taral Thompson completed her BA in art at Morehead State University, 
where she is a newly enrolled graduate student in their MA in art program. Her 
photography was displayed in the Gateway Regional Arts Center’s 2011 and 
2010 Juried Student Art Exhibits in Mount Sterling, Ky. In addition, Thompson’s 
work was published in several prior Inscape issues (2011, 2009, and 2008). 
selina D Toomey is an arts and humanities major at Bluegrass Community 
and Technical College.  Her current projects focus on various women related 
topics.
christina M. Underwood is an art major with a minor in women studies 
at Morehead State University. She presented her work in Mount Sterling, Ky. 
at the Gateway Regional Arts Center’s 2011 Juried Student Art Exhibit, where 
her drawing, “Loss of Dignity,” was awarded Second Place. Her current work 
focuses on women’s studies issues and how to depict emotion through an 
image.
sara cathryn Volpi will be completing a BFA in creative writing with a 
minor in art from Morehead State University in May 2012. She hopes to one 
day take the publishing world by storm with some riveting prose. Until then, 
Volpi will resume reading all that she can and feeding her caffeine addiction.
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Inscape is a Morehead State University publication with a long history of 
cutting edge visual and literary art. Media and genres of work range from 
prose, poetry, short story, long narrative, non-fiction and creative essays 
to photography, printmaking, drawing, painting, sculpture and digital art.
The Department of English offers MSU students the opportunity to submit 
work for publication. Students may submit poetry, fiction, non-fiction 
or drama. The works are reviewed by a panel and top selections are 
included in Inscape. 
The Department of Art and Design offers students two opportunities to 
have their work juried for publication. For every issue, jurors review the 
competitive pool of submissions for both the cover design and the visual 
artwork published within Inscape. Their selections help form a unique 
and diverse issue of Inscape.
For specific guidelines and submission dates, visit 
www.moreheadstate.edu/inscape.
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At Morehead State University, you will find “much more” than you might 
imagine. We are much more than college classes . . . much more engaged 
. . . much more personal. We provide a safe campus environment that 
is much more welcoming and student-friendly. We deliver a quality, 
affordable education in a student-focused learning environment. Our 
students thrive in small classes taught by dedicated faculty and staff 
committed to student success. We are much more than a regional 
partner . . . and much more than an alma mater. We are committed to 
enriching the lives of those we serve. At MSU, we aspire to be the best 
public regional university in the South. Visit www.moreheadstate.edu/
aspire to learn “much more” about MSU’s mission, vision, and values.
Morehead State University is committed to providing equal educational opportunities to 
all persons regardless of race, color, national origin, age, religion, sex, sexual orientation, 
disabled veterans, recently separated veterans, other protected veterans, and armed 
forces service medal veterans, or disability in its educational programs, services, activities, 
employment policies, and admission of students to any program of study. In this regard the 
University conforms to all the laws, statutes, and regulations concerning equal employment 
opportunities and affirmative action. This includes: Title VI and Title VII of the Civil Rights 
Act of 1964, Title IX of the Education Amendments of 1972, Executive Orders 11246 and 
11375, Equal Pay Act of 1963, Vietnam Era Veterans Readjustment Assistance Act of 1974, 
Age Discrimination in Employment Act of 1967, Sections 503 and 504 of the Rehabilitation 
Act of 1973, Americans with Disabilities Act of 1990, and Kentucky Revised Statutes 207.130 
to 207.240. Vocational educational programs at Morehead State University supported by 
federal funds include industrial education, vocational agriculture, business education, and 
the associate degree program in nursing. Any inquires should be addressed to: Affirmative 
Action Officer, Morehead State University, 101 Howell-McDowell, Morehead, KY 40351, 
606-783-2097.
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